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THE YELLOW AND BLUE. 
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Words by Chables Gaylky. 

With animation, (Melody in 2nd Tenor.) 
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Music by Baiss. 
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1. Sing to the col - ors 
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that float 
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the light; Hur - 
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rah for the Yel - low and Blue I 



K-r' i■■(^'^ 



fe^ 



f^ 



Yel - low the stars 
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as they 



nnrr 



^SP^ 



t? 



e 



s 



HftitttP . 




ride thro* the night, And reel in a rol-lick-ing crew ; 




Yel-low the fields where 
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rip-ens the grain, And yel-low the moon on the har - vest -wain; — ^Haill 



wrH^ ^l-hi-^ ^^^^^B^ 




Han to the col -ors that float in the light; Hur-rah f or the Yel-low and Blue I 
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2 Blue are the billows that bow to the sun 
When yellow-robed morning is due ; 
Blue are the curtains that evening has spun, 

The slumbers of Phcebus to woo ; 
Blue are the blossoms to memory dear, 
And blue is the sapphire, and gleams like a tear ;• 

HaU! 
HaU to the ribbons that nature has spun ; 
Hurrah for the Yellow and Blue 1 



3 Here's to the college whose colors we wear; 
Here 's to the hearts that are true ! 
Here 's to the maid of the golden hair, 

And eyes that are brinmiing with blue I 
Garlands of blue-bells and maize intertwine ; 
— And hearts that are true and voices combine ; — 
Hail I 
Hail to the college whose colors we wear ; 
Hurrah for the Yellow and Blue ! 

(7) 
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ALMA MATER MINE. 



Words by F. N. Scott. 
With dignity. 



Music by A. A. Stanlkt. 
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1. Thy voice is in the ears of men, Thy lln - ger points the way To 

2. They inarch to ma - sic sweet and sad, To laugh - ter and to sighs, With 
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where the ten - der flush of dawn Fore - tells the com - ing day. Oh, 

words of wis - dom on their lips, And long - ing in their eyes; And 
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ALMA MATER MINE. 



9 






ist 



r- r p tjp- ■ =3^F=p=^ 



guide them through the dark - ness, thou, Nor hide thy face be - nign, — The 
far - off mur - murs in their ears, The sough - ing of the pine, That 
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light of sun - rise 
whis - pered hopes in 
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on 'thy brow, O 
oth - er years, O 

' A -^^ -g*- J J 



Al • ma Ma - ter ^ mine! 
Al • ma Ma - ter mine! 
rU. 

J. 



8 They reach the far horizon's rim, 

They pass to endless day, 
The laughter dies upon their lips. 

The song is hushed midway. 
Some sleep beneath the Southern skies, 

And some beneath the brine, 
And — tears are in thy tender eyes, 

O Alma Mater mine ! 



4 But see ! across the eastern hills 

A gush of golden light, 
While far adown the darkling west 

Retreats the sullen night. 
A burst of song breaks from the trees 

That wave about thy shrine, 
And fling we greeting down the breeze, 

O Alma Mater mine ! 
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THE ANSWER. 

(LUI.) 



ff 



Words by F. N. Scott. 

Allegretto. 
p Baritone Solo. 

%^:^^^ — 



Music by A. A. Stanlet. 
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1. Wbat will she say wben she meets me ? And what will she say when she greets me ? I've 

2. No ? I am sore she won't do it ; Tes ? but sup-pose I should rue it ! Was 

3. What did she say when she met me ? And what was the lin-swershe set me? I 



Humming, 






pp 

Male Voices. 
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pes-teredher so, It must be yes or no, But which? that's the question that beats me,But 
ev - er a youth In suchtroub - le?For-sooth, It's a chance if I ev - er live through it A 
nev - er shall guess If she meant no or yes, No, I nev - er shall guess If she meant no or 





rJpgJLgm 
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which ? that's the question, the qaes-tion that beats me. 
chance if I ev - er, I ev - er live through it. 
yes, But I kissed her,and she,well,she let me. 
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That's the ques-tion,the question that beats him. 
It's a chance if he ev - er lives through it. 
He kissed her, and she, well, she let him. 
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Words by F. N. Scott. 

Semplice. 
Voice, p 



"THE ANSWER." 

( ELLB.) 



Music by A. A. Stanlkt. 



yirr^;iA j/ i J. u cir-^^ ^^ 



1. What shall I say when he meets 

2. No?*Twouldbecru - el to do 

3. What did I say when I met 



me, And what shall I say when he greets 
it, Yes? I'm a-fraid I should me 

him, And what was the an-swer I set 





me? He pes-ters me 
it: Was ev - er a 
him? I'll nev - er con 



so, it must be yes or no, 

miss in such troub - le as this! 
fess if I meant no or yes, 



But which ? there's the 

I fear I shall 

1 11 nev - er con - 
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ques - tion that beats me. But which ? there's the question,the ques - tion that beats 
nev - er live through it, I fear I shall nev - er, shall nev - er live through 
fess if I said no or yes, But he kissed me, and I — well, I let 



me. 

it. 

him. 
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ELIXIR JUVENTATIS. 



Words by F. N. Soott. 
^^ . Vigoroso. 



Mosio by A. A. Stanley. 
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1. A health ! clink I clink I and .... now we drink No 
• • ^ I 



^ 



d: 



^ 



^ 



^ 



i 



^ 




^^ 



juice of grape or grain, 
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Bat we sip, for - soota, the .... 
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young ! . We're young I . Let 



ev • "ry tongue In - tone the cho - ral 

fit. 
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hymn, While mem 

Babttonb Solo. 



ory swings 




her si • lent wings A 
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ELIXIR JUVENTATIS, 



clink ! clink I 
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boYe each bead-ed brim. Here's health, • • . 



Here's wealth, As 







dinktclinklclinklcliiikl 



Here's weslfh Idink ! dink ! As 
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much as we can spend. Clink ! clink ! 



Here's a 
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As mnch m we can spend, 




wife, 



Long life, clink I clink,long life And weal 



to ev - 'ry friend. 



pocoriL ff 



A wife, cUnk I clink ! clink! ' 



2 When men are old, their hearts grow cold 

In life's tumultuous storm ; 
But ours still glow amid the snow. 

And keep our bosoms warm ; 
The laughing Up, the hands that grip. 

When friendly hands are wrung. 
Some day must die and powerless lie — 

Let 's use them while they 're young. 

8 'T is time to part, the tear-drops start 

And turn our drink to brine; 
Good-bye, old friend, may Heayen send 

Good hap to thee and thine ; 
And when we 're gray and round the way 

The darkling shadows creep. 
Upon our knees we H drink the leeB» 

And gently fall asleep. 
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WE, WOMEN OF THE NATION. 



Words by Chablbs OtxYhnr. 



Sopranos & Altos. 



Music by A. A. Staklst. 





In the an - cient dis - pen - sa - tion, When men 
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rol - ed ey - ery - thing ; In the seed - time of ere - a - tion, In the 
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n - ni - yer - sal Spring, — ^We, worn - en of the na-tion, Un - con - scions in our 
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WE WOMEN OF THE NATION. 
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Be-f rained from ed - u - ca - tion And the male sex had foil 

tr. ir. 




Hi. 
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a tempo* 




swing, In love and leg -is - la-tion, — Bnt Time was on the wing; 



In 





After last verse. 



love and leg -is - la-tion, — ^Bnt Time was on the wing. 







2 And in silence woman wove her 

Intuitions into plan : 
And the dream ecstatic drove her 

To desert the soft divan, 
To recant the cool alcove or 

The boudoir or the clover : 
And she shook off sleep and strove her 

Possibilities to span, 
And the world was all made over 

lake a gown — and so was man. 



3 Oh, we made a great upheaving 

When our plans were in their prime ; 
When we first left off believing 

That our womanhood was crime : 
Oh, the men fell back receiving 

A shock beyond retrieving, 
When we, women, set to sheaving 

In the harvest fields of Time, — 
And, now, the world's achieving 

Its destiny sublime ! 
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WITCHERY. 



Words by F. K. Scott. 

Andantino. 

1st & 2nd Tbnor. 



Music tyy A. A. Stanlbt. 
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1. ** What would yoa choose ? What would yon choose ? " Said the lit - Ue maid to 
IST 2nd Bass. 



J J. J J J j i ^ J J J 



^'" . ' | ,';;,'< i /;;,' :a'.'i' 




a tempo. 
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me, 



"If I were a witch, and I could not re-fuse To 








a tempo, m • ^^ 



grant you your wlsh-es three, Would you wish for rlch-es or power or fame. For a 
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green old age or an hon-ored name? "Said the lit -tie maid to me. 2. I me. 

8. The 
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2 "I know what I'd choose, I know what I'd 
choose," 
Said I to the little maid, 
**If you were a witch, and you could not refuse 

To lend me your magical aid, 
A kiss first of all from your lips I should claim. 
And the other two wishes would be Just the 
same," 
Said I to the little maid. 



8 The maiden she blushed, the maiden she 
frowned, 
And bit her finger-tips, 
And gave a timid glance around 

And pouted out her Ups ; 
«Do you really suppose I'm a witch ? If you do 
Tou might try—- and see if your wishes come 
true," 
Said the little maid to me« 
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WITCHERY. 



Words by F. N. Scott. 

Andantimo. 
p Sop. & Alto 



^^^^^^^ 



Music by A. A. Stanley. 
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1. " What would you choose ? What would you choose?" Said the lit- tie maid to 
Tenor & Bass. I ^^ 

.. . . J ^. ^ J-^.^ J ^. ^ J J^ J^ :i^ J J J5 
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a tempo. 



l^hiil il^hiU . 
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*' If I were a witch, and I could not re - fuse To 

J J^ J » J J^ ^ J J^. J> J J 
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grant yoa your wishes three? Would you wish for riches or power or fame, For a 



J A/ .A.^J^. 
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green old age or an hon-ored name ?*' Said the lit - tie maid to me. 2. I me. 

8. The 



i>J ^V/ >. ^ :^ J Ji.J >.J>J.>J J J. ^ J. 




2 *'I know what I'd choose, I know what I'd 
choose," 
Said I to the little maid, 
** If you were a witch, and you could not refuse 

To lend me your magical aid, 
A kiss first of all from your lips I should claim. 
And the other two wishes would be Just the 
same," 
Said I to the little maid. 



The maiden she blushed, the mMden she 
frowned. 
And bit her finger-tips. 
And gave a timid glance around 

And pouted out her lips ; 
**Do you really suppose I'm a witch ? If you do 
You might try — and see if your wishes come 
true," 
Said the little maid to ice« 
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MORNING SONG. 



Words by F. N. Scott. 

Bisoluto. 

1st & 2in> Tbnor. 



Music by A. A. Staklet. 




1. The mom - ing is break - ing, The night is 
1st & 2in> Bass. 



done ; The 
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thrash - es are wak - ing One 



by one; The dew-drops are 
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shak-ing On briar and 



brake; 



Tree - tops are sway • ing Where 
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breez • es are stray 
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ing; A - wake! Now mom is 
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break - ing; A • wake! Shad 
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\ 



MORNING SONG. 
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ta - sies, peace t Night - fall brings sor - row, But 
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dawn brings snr - cease. The mom - ing is break - ing, The night Is 






done; The thrash - es are wak 



fi; j f^ i ^-^V ^^ 



ing One by one; The 
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dew-drops are shak-ing On briar and brake ; 
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Tree - tops are sway - ing, 
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Breez - es are stray-ing, Now mom is break-ing, A - wake Inow, a - wake ! 
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WoTdfl by Chiblbs Gatlet. 

Adagio. 

1st & 2nd Tenor. 



EVENING SONG. 



QUARTETTE. 



Music by A. A. Stanlbt* 
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1. Sleep, sleep, ye lights that leave the sky, — . 
1st & 2nd Bass. 



O yel - low lights a - 
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O yel - low lights a - long the 
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long the grass, That woo the shad - ows, slant - ing Jay, And turn to shad-ows 



grass, 




as ye pass! . 
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as ye pass ! And turn to shad - ows, pass I Sleep, 

to shad-ows as ye 
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as 
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ye pass ! . 



sleep, ye lights of ay - ing day, • . . The shad -owed hiUs in slnm-ber 







The shad-owed hills 



m slmn-be 



ber lie, . 



rU e dim. 




lie; With- in their tents the stars de- lay, But we are wait-ing, — love and I. 




2 Hush, hush, ye breezes spread for flight, 
O forms on dnsky wings npbome,— 
Nor wake the maples for delight. 
Nor tone the thrashes for the mom I 



Be stUl! the snn has stept adown 
The sleepy margin of the night; 

breezes blown 'mid shadows brown— 
The stars and we are silent, quite ! 



CARPE DIEM. 
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Words by Chablbs Gaylbt. 
Allegretto con gnusia, 
(Humming.) 
fifi ^ 



MnsicbyA. A. Stanlet. 





Solo. 1. Stay, stay, O flow - *ry - kir - tied mom, Pour ros - es from thy 
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Chorus. 
a tempo. 




col - lege tow*rs : Too soon the Loves and Grac - es fly ! Too soon tbe 



E'r p ' r 'r 1^ s i r ^ if f \} ^ \ '^,'^ i 

. , . , I 1^ I 1^ 1 . .. pocorU. 




/ , «!• . JUJ 



/' c i r 



mom - ing glo - ries die; 

i. .i J.J- 



^^ 




^p 



if 



e swift de - llgbts, Tbe sweet, tbe sweet de - 

J. /J J 



r 




;^ J J J i 



r ' c g c g ^ 




•|T' i'i'?i 



^ 



pocorU. 



/^ 



^ 



lays, Tbe fra - grant mom, — ^Tbe mom of 




2 Stay, stay tby steeds, O glittering noon I 
The crickets have not done their tune; 
The skys are soft, — the tender breeze 
Still whispers to^the college trees. 

Chorus. 

But oh, tbe bells of evening chime 
While Day is only in bis prime, — 
While Life is lost in sweet, in sweet amaze 
Of golden noon, — the noon of college days. 



8 Stay, stay thy pinions,gentle night ! 
Let dreams pursue their drowsy flight, 
And day in soft, oblivious shroud 
Lie pillowed on a purple cloud. 

Chorus. 
But thou, Orion, don anew 
Tby belt of gold and armor blue,— 
The sons of Michigan shall sing her praise; 
Wear thou her colors through the atssc^ ^v^V 
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BIRDS OF A FEATHER. 



Words by Charles Gaylby. Air : Eton Boatinq Soxa. Arr. by A. A. 8. 

( Chorus^ and verses 1 and 2, to the major ; verses 3 and 4 to the minor accompaniment, closing with 
chorus in the mc^jor,) 

Cheerfully. Chorus & Verses 1 and 2» 
IST & 2nd Tenor. ^T^^ C?^ i^ 



p 



. in 



1 or sing-ingweatb-er, . . . In boars of gloom or glee 




Cho. In sad 

1. O wbiles we tell of**rusb-e8, 

2. O wbiles we sing, tbe riv - er, 
1st & 2nd Bass. 



bonrs of gloom or glee : 

O wbiles we sing and sup, — . . And 
Tbe slopes of gold - en - rod, . . . Tbe 




Birds of a featb- er, . . . 
sip tbe wine tbat flnsb - es, 
wil - lows all a - sbiv - er. 



We baunt tbe same old tree, — 

In He - be's am - ber cnp, . 

Tbe as - ters all a - nod: . 



And 
And 
And 




^m 



« 



sing, sing to - getb - er, 

toast tbe maid tbat blusb - es 
Love witb gold - en qniv - er, 
D.s. tell tbe same old sto - ries, 
.D.s. may our sons sing bray - er 




Eb 



//- 





r^-5- >" 
^^^ 



i 



Micb - i - gan, <5T tbee! 

And smiles, and tben looks np. 

And ar - rows of a God! 

And sing as we sing now 

And sweet - er songs tban tbese 



. . • 



And 

And 

And 

Well 

Tben 



r- 



f 



i 



r- 



^Ff 



^"TT^ 



sing, sing to - getb-er, . 

toast tbe maid tbat blusb-es, . 

liOve witb gold - en quiv - er, . 

teU tbe same old sto - ries 

may our sons sing brav - er . 



... O Micb - 1 - fi 



r^ j^.j 




gan of tbee. . 

And smiles, and tben looks np I . 

And ar - rows of a God! . 

And sing as we sing now. 

And sweet - er songs tban tbese. 



p 



^^ 



r 



£ 



^m 



Slower. Verses 8 & 4. 




-fr^f^-^T^f^^ 



8. And af - ter Life's young glo - ries 
4. Un - tU our voic - es qua-ver, . 



^^i {\H\^Ci{ 'i\ 



. Are f ad - ed, — ^none knows bow, — 
. And baunt tbe mi -nor k eys; 




worn tbe beart and sore is, And lined and worn tbe brow: Well 

life's tbin flame sball wa - ver And pass up - on tbe breeze; — Tben 




wht^i 



J— j-j. 



r- 



Z 



P 



i i' : i y : i 'i - ' i^.' T' ■ 
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STAR OF OTHER DAYS. 

ALUMNI SONG. 



Wordi bf Charlcs Gatlet. 
Simply. 



Hnslc by A. A. STJtmxr. 



1. Be-yond the ocean's utmoat bar, Where dreams awafte and sleep delays, Uplifts Italamp a 

2. It waita as on a distant shore, It brightena when the storm affrays,— A primroae set by 

3. Then, Otbe llow'rthatdecksthebluelTbestarthatua-be-cloud-eilstaygtO lores may fade,oiia 










1 , 











^ J 1 j_|-J^^j^^.-yzz*tv^-J J-Ij:^ « > 1 


lone- ly starThat burns fromotb- er days: 
beav-en's door,That blootna from otU - er days : 
love ia true That Uvea fromoth-er days: 


star of otb - er 
Flower of oth - er 
Flower of oth - er 


d 
ds 
d 


ys, 
ys. 
ys. 




.-- 1 


-3 


.^;^ 


•fh 


%tt6^^^¥^ 


^.^ 


— 


^ 


^gg^ 


- — ' 


fe^ ^Ij^Ii J^^ 


^;-*-^ 


=H^^^ 




^ 




y?^ 


i^T^ J •' IJ-^-^ 


=b= 


#^ 




3 






="M 



Star of old -en nyst 

Flower of constant rays I 

Star of steady rayal 



',^51 J 



O bDm,0 Btar,ttio' ray-less are Stars of otb - er days I 
O bloom.O flow'r,tho' bloom no more Flow'rs of oth-er days I 
O love more true tbu loves Dora Dew, Loveofoth-ei dayal 
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THE CO-ED THAT VANQUISHES ME. 



From the Basque. 

Poco adagio, con aff^buoso, 
1st & 2ad Tenor. 



Music by A. A. STAmjBT* 



i 



rg=» 



r^^^ 



^ 



^m 



i 



f 



^ ,'' / i i^ i ^ r'h' I' i 



Here's to the Co • ed with brain full of books, And 



1st & 2nd Bass. 



^m 



j=i 



^ 



J J J I J J i j I ^i 



r— r— r t r ^^ 



^ 




iJV-t'- if^ li 



^=^ 



la la 



la la 



« 



^ 



Zt-tiM - tan - ge-re air, 




Oh, here's to the Co-ed with 






n 



la la 



la U 



Ui la 



f >f 



la la 



m 



* 



ji 



U la 



i 



^^ 



^ 






^* 



I 



gy^=» 



P 



brain full 



of books, 

. J. 



^ 



1= 



And no ' li ' me ' tan - ^e 

J: 



m 



t 



p^ 



re, /Van - ge 



- re 



P 



Who prat - ties 



r 

of PU 



^^ 



J J J i j 



K F' 



?E 



to and Ca - to and looks In - to 

f ■ 



-I'l' i ii ' n 



* 



t 



la la 



la la 



la la 



la la 



la la 



i 



air, 



air. Who prat -ties of Fla - to and Ca - to, and looks 



In-to 



m 



3 



• • 



]* X — *■ 



f X X f X ^ 

Per - sius and Cur - tins while dress - ing her hair. 



3 




f ^ X 



Chorus. 
rU» - Fink, a tempo. 




Per - sius and Cur - tins while dress - ing her hair ! cob - web-by 

la la 




r^ i j nj^ ^ i 



« *■ 



T~^~T 



^^ 




r 



? 




THE CO-ED THAT VANQUISHES ME. 



U 



lala lala lala lala la la 



tress - es of shim-mer - Ing gold, (Or what • ey-er col - or they 

la la lala lala la la lala 



K3 




:i=i 



^ 



r X X 



fei 



la 



la 



r 



^ »^ 



? 



^^ 



^^ *^ 



^ 



4-i-n 



■ ^ X 



la 



la 



r-^-^-r*^ 



J=J 




5^t 



h=i 



la 



la 



r 

la 



T 



I 



la 



1 Here's to the Co-ed with brain full of books, 
And noli'me-tangeret frangere air ; 
Who prattles of Plato and Cato, and looks 
Into Persius and Cnrtius while dressing her hair ! 

Chorus. 
O cobwebby tresses of shimmering gold, 

( Or whatever color they be ) 
O glances, so coy, and winsome — and cold 

Of the Co-ed that yanqnishes me / 

51 Here's to the Co-ed potential in gaze, 

With Hegel and Schlegel and Hobbes in her armsi 
And eyes where the stars of philosophy blaze, 
And lips of unspeakable, seekable charms ! 

Chorus. 
mby-lipped, to-be-sipped petals of reset 

O eyes of the far apogee, 
arms, O arms, statuesque arms 

Of the Co-ed that yanqulshes me t 



cres* 




^ ^ Tit 



I I 

la la la la la la 

win - some, and cold. Of the Co - ed that yan - quish - es me! Oh, 

la la la la la la 

J— J — i. 



^^r^ 
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RAMI RAH I 



Words by C. M. G. and F. N. S. 

WUh vigor. 

1st & 2nd Tenor. 



Music by A. A. BrxinJEr. 



MrM ;?lr' ur^}'i \\ 'i \ rf'i\ 



ff ^ 

1. Rahl Raht U of MI RahlBahl U of M! Bah I Bah! U of 

1st & 2nd Bass. .^, ^=T>.>.^-^-^--* 



^Mf } ^ c T i ' 



^ 



1 



^^ 



frvf^l-Hf-^ 



«^ Allegretto. 
I Cheerfully 



-*— *- 



•^^-^ 



^^ 



3i=4= 



f- m ^ 



MI BahlBahl U of MI Oh, life is a gar - land of 



^^^^N 



. pr^ ^ ^ . J J ^ 



f=r=t 



r—r~r 



Of 



langh - ter and tears In - ter - wot - en like ros - es and me : Of 



m^ ^^ i ;' f-ijrt^i^ '^ fi f — ^ 



^ 



tears for the sea - son, 
. . a tempo. 




f^ 



^ 



^-HfN^ 




tears for the sea - son, when sor - row ap - pears ; Of 

Of tears for the 







poeo apoco ^^ 2enft>. 







M^i'i'i' i ; 'll '^niV iy I 



smiles when our dreams come tme, Of smiles when oar dreams come true. 




I 



12^ 



,n-^ 



FT r 



I 



^ 



J .J , J J J , ^. 



i J. 



r r nr^ 



f^ 



] 



RAH! RAH I 
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Chobits. 
Oraoe. 



BrighUy. 




So a tear we shed for those who are dead, A tear for those who are dead; And a 



f ^A f^J j 










eres. 



?=£ 



t 



m-^^-^ 



laugh, And a laugh, And a laugh, And a laugh, laugh, 

And a laugh. And a laugh. 



i 



^^ 



b b^A X 



SF^-^ 



* 





ij 



rrT 



/ j-i u 



■g t r ^n 



i 



te5 



s 



^Urp^: 



^=ti: 



fe Ht f- fHti 



J. 



^ 



J. 



f=F"-^ 



i^ 



laugh, A laugh we 



give for those who live, 



1 Oh, life is a garland of laughter and tears, 

Interwoyen like roses and rue : 
Of tears for the season when sorrow appears, 
Of smiles when our dreams come true. 

Chorus. 

So a tear we shed for those who are dead, 

A tear for those who are dead ; 
And a laugh we give for those who liye, 

And a laugh for those who liye. 

2 Oh, life is a beaker of laughter and tears. 

That has stolen the autumn leaf's glow; 
We blow off the foam in our earliest yean, 
Then quaff the dark liquid below. 

8 Oh, life is a maiden all laughter and tears, 
With kisses for lips that are young, 
With frowns for the craven that falters and fears, 
With sighs for the songs that are sung. 



^^-* 



iti*: 



I 
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ROMEO AND JULIET.* 



■Words by F. N. Scott. 
Solemnly. (Melody in 2nd Tenor.) 



m=hH-f ri-^ i i"'^ ^ 



Air, "Long Tbub Aoo/ 



m 



p 



1. Hark to the sto - ry of Poor Bo- me - o! Poor Bo- me - ol 



i 



m-J J'—J^ 






r ^ r g g r 




r g g 



BH ^c'l^ i-i^ ,^/i'' J^ff' i f' ^^tr.r' i 



Poor Bo - me - o I 



Cribbed out of Shakes-peare and reek - ing with woe t 
Jul - let's the slim one and Bo • meo'sthe fat one, 






jLV J J ^^ 





g g r 



■g-rr 




Beek - Ing with woe! 'king with woe I 
Poor Bo - me - ol Bo - me - o! 



If yon haye tears, now pre - 




w. 



^—j^ 



^^m 



^ 



fe^ 



^-^^ 




r 




•g-^ 




ibriri^ 



^ 





^ 



to get at one; Ne'er was a sto - ry so monm-fnl as that one* 




2nd, 3rd, A 4th verses. 
Sole mnly. (Humming,) 





Solo. I am the he - ro of this lit -tie tale, I'm Bo-me-ol I'm Bo-me-ot 



A raj 



?=: 



^ 



^ 



* WtlttenatthertqnMtof tbeTTnlTemty OlMClnbnponthe modttl of the seoond stania, wtldi ii fkom an unknown 
■nng l>y the Clnb, tho part of Bonwo wm takan by • phtnouienally thort and rotund tenor, tt» part of Jnltot by an Inordlnatily tillMA 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 
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FlMX. 




I 

I 



am that high - ly sos - cep - ti - ble male, Pm Bo-me - o, Bo • me - o t 
took cold poi - son and I snl - cl - ded, rm Bo-me - o, Bo - me - o t 



^ 



22: 



:a: 




m 



i 




}^^ \ t^f\^\rk:^^- \ i 



Scarcedid a lor -er e'er do as I did When his girl in- to e - ter-ni-ty slid-ed; 

I - — r^ . J— 



^ 



^m 



i 



^m 



I 



Chobus. 

1 Hark to the story of poor Borneo, 

Poor Bomeo I Poor Bomeo ! 
Cribbed out of Shakespeare and reeking with wo«, 

Seeking with woe, 'king with woe ! 
If yon have tears, now prepare to get at one, 
Ke'er was a story so monmf nl as that one-^ 
Juliet's the slim one and Bomeo 's the fat one* 

Poor Bomeo, Bomeo I 

BOICBO. 

9 I am the hero of this little tale, 

I'm Bomeo, I' m Bomeo. 
I am that highly susceptible male, 

I 'm Bomeo, Bomeo. 
Scarce did a lover e'er do as I did 
When his girl into eternity slided, 
I took cold poison and I suicided, 

I'm Bomeo, Bomeo. 

JuuBT. (Singing an octave below Borneo.) 

I am the heroine of this tale of woe, 

I'm Juliet, I'm Juliet. 
I am the darling that mashed Bomeo, 

I'm Juliet, Juliet. 
Locked in a tomb with no pick-axe to force it,— 
Gloomy old hole without room to stand or sit,— 
I up and stabbed myself right in the corset, 

I'm Juliet, Juliet. 

Bomeo & Juust. 

This of our tale is the short and the long, 

I 'm Bomeo, I 'm Juliet. 
Here is the mond that goes with the song, 

I 'm Bomeo, Juliet. 
Lovers, we warn you, of daggers be wary. 
Bo n't buy your drink of an apothecary, 
I>on*t stab yourselves in the left pulmonary, 

Pm Bomeo, Juliet. 



w 



O DOMINE DEUS. 



(Fratxb of Mabt, Quxbh of Sootb.) 



1st & 2nd Soprano. 



X. A. Stahuet. 




"O Dom - I 
P 



1st & 2nd Alto. 



• ne De - ns: sper - a - yl in te; 




ca - re mi Je - sn! nunc 11 - be - rs • • me. 



In 



i^ A Jr~ 



^—r^H 



f 



^^ 



r r 



f 



r — r 



l<^ PP 




da ' n ca-te- nft, In mi-se-is 



poe • nft De • 




poco agitato. 



ert$. 




sld • e - ro te Lan • gnen • do, ge • men • do, et genu • flee • tra • 




^^'H^jj^: ^v i r4 //Vff 




to, im - plo • ro» nt 11 • be - res me t " 



^V^/V/^')^f:f' 



81 



CIGARETTE SONG. 

Words by F. N. Scott. Music by A. A. Stanley. 

( A oompoflite luspiration.) 

8. Here de - stroy this dread-ful thing, Man - hood's bane and 
First Solo Voice. QleefuUy, 
l8T ft 2ki> Tenor. ^ wAmm • • =f *ik 




^ 



I 




MummUmg, pp 1. In this roll of spot-less white AU the joys of 

2. When ex - ams are fraught with pain, When con - di - tions 
1st & 2n]> Bass. 



J^:uj^^Lji 





Your ad -vice I'll not for-get, nor ey- er smoke an-oth-er 

tit, k. w. . ^^a tempo. 






^J"."^ 




r 

earth u- nite; . . . Ah I what dreams oi bliss un-furl While the dain-ty 

faU like rain, ... In this f ra-grant smoke I find Le - the for my 



^ »».^ j^ J 



^ 





JL^^ 



w 



s^ 




ci - gar-ette. Smoke an - oth - er ci - gar- ette. 8. By the pa - pers 

slower, 4. Ha! hal hal hal 



rf-[f-^^^ ^m 



smoke-wreaths curl, While the dain - ty smoke-wreaths curl I 1. In that nar - row 
care - worn mind, Le - the for my care - worn mind. 2. Grave dis - eas - es 




-d 



iT 



,<J / > > . 



Second Solo Voice. Oravely, 



i 



it ap - pears That John Smith, aged nine - ty years,- 
hal hal ha! Ha! ha! ha! ha! hal ha! ha! 



Smok - ing with his 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 



m 



wind - ing - sheet AU 
oft pro - eeed From 



the dead - ly poi - sons meet,- 
the smok - ing of the weed,- 



• O - pi - um and 
Sof t-*ning of the 



i 



m 



J-^-^-^^ 



m 



—¥: 



^=^=1 



j-j J. J I 



i 



fcr 



lat - est breath, Sank un- time- ly to his death. Oh, be -ware, For 

ha! ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! Oh, be-ware, For 



EE 



^ 



nl - CO - tine, ere - o - sote, and even pyr-o - 

cer-e -&niii»,And caa-cer^ of the e - pi-the-li 



dine, Oh, be-ware. For 
um, Oh, be-ware. For 

^ Solo. 




* Tb6 teeond aolo TOios ■taoold oommenM tUs Tene, being f oUoired afUur tte word*, Ob, beware, by tbe flrtt tolo 
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CIGARETTE SONG. 



Chorus, p 



moUorU. 




n hf n f i f ^ 



Piiff!pafiIpiilf!piilf!Tes,Ikiiow'ti8 ]ol-ly, ]ol-ly,Fd]itl]« i-dle fan-oies »■ the doir-ly- fid-inghaie; 




Stvifft a\»fft stuff! 
a tempo. 



stvfft 



stvff! 



avff! 



9tuff! 



avffl 




f f f \ \ f \ nr ^ 



Puff ! puff ! puff I puff I Tet it is Imt lol-ly,lol-ly,Maiiw]ioiiaeto-lMO-(»ii8y-er five oothalf thrirdajB. 




stuff! stuff! stuff! 



stuff! 



smff! stuff! stuff! stuff! stuff! stuff! 



Briskly* 




/What a blun-der! what a blnn-der! All yol-ca-nos smoke like thun-der: 




^ C^ C \ 



^ J^/ 




r 



Softly, (to each other,) 

ArnsR 4th YKssEff. All the first basses and tJie two solo voices taking the melody. ^ 

Look at Fo-po- cat - a - pet - 1, cat - a -pet - 1, a • pet - cat OhI 




Solo. Ist Voice. 

Puff I puff ! poff ! puff ! Tes, Tm son its ]ol-ly , ]ol-ly, Fating i-dle fanoieB on the stow-ly-iad-iiig haze ; 

molto rit. 



Look at Fo 



^ 



i # -1 



g 



^^ i 



po 



cat • - a 



- pet 



I. 



(i 



CIGARETTE SONG. 83 

Ending for 1st, 2nd, & 8rd Verses. 
Fo - CO - cat - a - pet - a - cat - 1, Fo - co - cat - a - pet a • cat. 




a tempo. 
FdH ! puff ! puff ! Fer - laps it is - n't fol - ly, fol-ly, Men wlio stick to oi-gu-ettes may live oot twice their days. 



Look at po 



5 



s 



s 



c g r \ 



ca 






4th Verse Ending. 



cat - - - a, cat - a - i>et. 

Slowly. 

4th Verse, Duet. See foot note. 
^fc^FiNE. IST Voice. 




Men who slick to ci - garettes may live oat twice thdr days ! Love may cool and friends f or-get 

When all otii-er joys are fled, 

2nd voice. 



m 



^^Hm^ 




^Hg ; g g 







still 111 smoke my ci - gar - ette, Burn - ing in - cense to onr queen. 

When the hopes of youth are dead. Still m watch with fond re- gret. The ashes 




J jg.J- Jj 










>J!).i8f. 




Bilght-eyed, brown-laired ni - co-tine. Bright-eyed, brown-haired ni - co-tine, 
of my dy - ing ci - gar-ette, Ash - es of my ci - gar-ettel Here we go with 



^ 







pp 

* It iB raggested that ttie Meond Yoioe ling the first half of the yerae as a solo, being joined hy the flnt voice in the second half. 
In this case the first tenon should ham the part beginning at A. 



ANN ARBOR, 

Air. *' Die wacht am BTiein.'' 



1 Ann Arbor, *t is of thee we sing, 
From thee our choicest blessings spring; 
Accept the tribute of our song, 
O Alma Mater, wise and strong. 
We lore thy classic shades and shrines, 
We love thy murm'ring elms and pines; 
Where'er our future homes shall be, 
Our hearts, our hopes are iill with thee« 



2 And when our college course has run, 
And life's dark voyage has begun. 
When wares of sorrow and distress 
Our weary, panting souls oppress. 
How bright shall beam thy beacon light 
To guide the wand'rer thro' the night; 
And as we catch its gleaming rays 
We 11 sing again Ann Arbor's praise. 
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GODDESS OF THE INLAND SEAS. 



te_'=±t 




Words by Charues M. Gatlst, A. B., 1878. 
Allegro. :g: 



JOH. FETEBS* 



Piano. / 



jn n j\ 



Hi. 




^^ 



b b^ X 1 X =^ 




. i jlj^ 



i 



^^ 



1. Sing no more the fair iE - ge - an Where the float - ing Qrclads 



ag^c 



a tempo 




'WE*'*''* *'* '^ 



m 



X *1 






ores. 




^^ 



shine, 



Nor the hon • ey'd slopes Hy-bln - an, Kor the bine Si- ei - lim 




frU.= 



^^^ 



m^ 



3 







^ 




3!/ 



^ 



a tempo, ores. 




brine, Sing no sto 



ried realms of Morning Rob'd in twi 



light mem-o • 



GODDESS OF THE INLAND SEAS. 
/ L 



M 




8 Here the gods q£ Hellas wandered, 

When they left their hills and brooks; 
Here a Fan has piped and pondered ; 

Here the Nymphs hare filled the nooks; 
Here the Satyrs, without warning, 

Creep upon the Naiades; 
Here the golden god of morning 

Bises from the inland seas. 

8 Now the eyes that are anointed 
See the blossom — tide of spring; 
Ours the blissful age appointed, 
Ours the dime the poets sing. 



Hark, Maid of Western Morning,— 
Wave and woodland, brook and breeze, 

Hall thee, Queen, beyond adorning. 
Girdled with thy inland seas I 

4 So, the sacred fires of knowledge 

In thy temple are enshrined, — 
Through the cloisters of thy college 

Choruses eternal wind ! 
And all other Incense scorning, 

Michigan, they bring thee these 
Hearts of ours, and songs of moming* 

Goddess of the Inland seas. 
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LAUDES ATQUE CARMINA. 



Words by Charles Gatuet. 

Boldly. 

1st & 2nd Tekor. 



Music by A. A. Stahlbt. 





1. Lau-des at- que car-mi-n&, Nee ho -die nee eras, Sed o-nmi-a per 
1st & 2nd Bass. w w i i . 




tern - po - ra, — ^Dmn lo-cum ha - be - as, Ti - bi sint dol - cis - si - ma, O 



Fi^^ (' { ^ 



r 



m 



& 



^m 



- i-yer - si - tas; At 



pM 



^^m 




hos-tes,Pol, per - ni - ci - ter e - ant eia ko- ra^ kcu* 





f £ r f 




sal - ye IT - ni - ver- si - tas, Mich-i - gan - en - si-nm, liich-i - gan - en — si - mn. 




2 Tibi colant fllU, 

Sen fas sit, sen nef as, 
Ildem yalde f eryidam, 

Dnm fldem habeas ! 
Ipsa yenus, etiam, 

Decoras Alias 
Decenter toas transf erat 
'* Bites in Insnlas." 
Chorus. 



8 O Clara IJniyersltas,— 
Nee merom Caeenbum, 
Nee flores nimiom breyes, 

Nee nard' Assyrium,— 
At gloriam, yietoriam, 

Voyemns merito. 
Kos toi eiyes, jnyenes* 
Tniperpetaol 
Chorus* 



